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Original text by Aerik Von 
Dedicated to Shane Keogh, Patrick Salt Ryan 


and all of those that can no longer tell their 


stories... 


What can I say about Aerik Von? 


Tons, actually. 


I've known him for about 25 years, now. I can honestly say he is the hardest working and most prolific artist 
I know. That is saying a lot, because Tve surrounded myself with musical geniuses. But Aerik is different. 
He has never stopped, never slowed down, never been content to rest on his laurels. In fact, he is 


accelerating. 


He seems to have the ability to release an album a week for the rest of his life, each one eminently listenable, 
never rehashing material. That alone is remarkable. But when you delve deeper and read his lyrics, an 
entirely different layer is revealed. He doesn’t just write stuff that sounds cool. It’s visceral. Impactful. 


Darkly poetic. So, this move into publishing is entirely logical, if not inevitable. 


Aerik’s lived a life few can imagine. The things he’s seen, and the things he’s done, inform his work. ...and 
such work it is. Not ivory tower pontification about the world, but a gutter-eye view, presenting life is all its 
grime-ridden glory. No happy endings. No fairy tales. No superheroes to rescue us. Stark, bleak, honest 
realism. Hes found that the beauty of the world lies in its ugliness. That he’s taken the time to illustrate 


each piece in such a gorgeous manner just further underscores his unsettling duality. 


Stripped of their choruses or repetition, one can really see the lyrical artistry behind each song included in 
this collection. Each is a whirlwind of destructive thought, peeling back the world’s veneer to show you 


what really lies below the surface. A wedding cake made of maggots, and icing laced with cyanide. 


They're stark and bleak, and yet... somehow, they give me hope. When you pull your head out of the pages 
and look around, you realize that your own life really isn’t all that bad. I think that’s about the most we can 
ask for in this day and age. Not a false sense of optimism, but a sense of scale. We can see that our own 


suffering is relative. 


But that glimmer of hope? It’s just a piece of broken glass... 


Jason Christie (2023) 


Charles Manson 


This isn't the summer of blind pig love 
Let me in and open your eyes 
Read the I’m truth that is written in my blood 


Im in your ears and between your thighs 


This is the summer - helter skelter 
Take heed and listen to my words 
Raise your blade and bleed the pigs 


You are my hands...so make my fires burn 


You are my witches 
Now taste my flesh 
You are the chosen 
To share my breath 
You are the circle 
You are my knives 
Made in my image 


Forever mine 


Believe in me... 


The Depths of Hell... 


This room is my prison 

I am stuck poring over memories of better days 

I once looked forward to every single electric moment 
Now I am just breathing 

..and feeling the knives cut deeper and deeper 
Spiritual suffering is worse than starvation 


I want to cut you out of me 


You are just a photograph 

An endless loop of hopes and dreams 

That made me want to live 

I once looked forward to every waking day 

But now I am just reliving my happiest moments in a 
collage of agonizing daydreams 

There is nothing left here but grief 


I want to bleed me out of me 


Welcome to hell... 


Kill What You Love 


Worship love and worship death 
Feel the saint in her final breath 
There is nothing left of you 

To feel the pain 


Worship peace and worship light 
Hear the saint as she cries all night 
There is nothing left of you 


That wants to live 


Save everyone you love from sadness 
Save everyone you love from fear 
Set free the body electric 


Silence the gnawing pain 


Kill what you love... 


Gutter Witch 


She crawls around the sewers 

She sleeps with all the damned 

Rotten marries ruined and it’s all within her hands 
She dances with the filthy 

She kisses all the sick 


Horror marries rust as blood drips down your dick 


She haunts the dreams of addicts 

She blesses all of the weak 

Shattered marries broken and in riddles she will speak 
She curses all that wander 

She curses all the free 


Bitter marries wounded in the black her body bleeds 


The gutter witch is casting her spell 


From heroin to heaven and back to hell 


Drinking with the Dead 


One by one we're falling 
One by one were gone 
Every moment burning 
Dying in the sun 

The winter is a funeral 
The summer slaughters on 
One by one forever 


Silencing the song 


There is no one to pray to 

There are no happy ends 

Drink another shot 

Death is coming round’ the bend 
There is no one to cry to 
Everyone is gone 

Just me and the lurking dead 


And soon we will be one 


Some will die of poison 
Some will die of grief 
Hiding in the darkness 
Stalking like a thief 

The autumn is a graveyard 
The spring is but a tomb 
Some sing a bitter melody 


Of an end that’s coming soon 


I'm dancing with the dead 
Those ghosts in my head 


Forever and a Day 


I called into the darkness 
One hope to hear my name 
All time is just a spiral 

A cruel and winding game 
The horror of the hours 
Grief, terror, gnawing pain 
Is death the final measure 


Forever and a day 


Your final moments terror 
Your final moments fear 
Your legacy is fading 


Your legacy is tears 


You want to be immortal 
You want to cheat the doom 
You're nothing but the wind 


You are but an empty room 


I feel into the abyss 

Fell deep into the dark 
Desperate for hope or reason 
Or just a tiny spark 

Built towers to the heavens 

I tried to leave my mark 

Our legacy of ashes 


A sea of broken hearts 


Forever and a day 
From sun to endless gray 
Forever and a day 


From birth to frozen grave 


The Burning 


Burning in the streets 
Burning in the blood 
Burning on the TV 


Burning with a gun 


Burning in your heart 
Burning in your hands 
Burning all your bridges 


Burning was the plan 


Everything is burning 
Everything is fine 
Suicide is easy 


When all you have is time 


The Ballad of John Wayne 


A clown can get away with murder 
If he smiles through his rage 
Obsessed with secret lust in silence 


His secrets sleep in unmarked graves 


A clown can dance in deadly silence 
If he hides the bones away 
Driven by hunger into murder 


The bodies buried hide your shame 


Big top circus 

Big top clowns 
Everyone is here 
Just don't look down 
Big top circus 

Big top death 
Everyone is here 
Just hold your breath 


Blood Rituals 


A ritual of knives 

A ritual of time 

I give myself to you 
To cleanse my heart 
A ritual of hate 

A ritual of blades 

I give myself to pain 


To cleanse my soul 


A ritual of pain 

A ritual of shame 

I give myself to rage 

To cleanse my flesh 

A ritual of eyes 

A ritual despised 

I give myself to nothing 


To cleanse my grave 


I bleed for you 

I bleed for me 

I bleed for everyone 
Crucified 
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I'm Addicted to Everything 


Pills, cocaine and heroin 
Whiskey, women, Vicodin 
Deadly, dying, losing sleep 


Sanity is for the weak 


Vodka, speed and sweaty skin 
Bourbon, sex and deadly pins 
Wasting, dying, losing time 


Emptiness waits down the line 


I'm addicted to everything 
There is no hunger I don't feel 
I am addicted to everything 


I am the creature of the wheel 


The Coldest Wind 


Winds of superstition 
Fog that carries dread 
Madness in the darkness 
The whispers of the dead 
Suicidal silence 

Cold air cuts your flesh 
Rotten heir of murder 

A certainty of death 


Winter of isolation 

The ice that burns your flesh 
Holy mountain screaming 

Of a lonely, silent end 
Suicidal sadness 

This wound you cannot mend 
An silent soul wasting away 


A bitter, lonely end 


The air is thick with violence 
The night is filled with pain 
Horror is as horror lives 


In suffering and rage 
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Dark Mirror 


Black night in the abyss 

Lost in eyes that cannot see 

The mirror black will tell your tale 
You are empty and despised 

Black days inside the city 

Lost on the streets that have no names 
The winter fog will tell your truth 


You are wicked and reviled 


Black tides that have no mercy 
Wander fields that cannot grow 
The sown seeds of a coming plague 
You are rotting and diseased 

Black winds will carry sickness 
Riding winds of storm and time 
The four corners wracked with rage 


You are the omen of the end 


Shattered glass 
Shattered eyes 
Shattered dreams 
Shattered homes 
I reach for you 

I cry for you 
Shattered flesh 
Shattered soul 
Shattered lives 
Shattered voices 
I grasp for you 


I scream for you 


Summer 


The sun is shining 

and songs have filled the air 
The neighbors dancing 

To shake off all their cares 
The breezing is buzzing 
And whispers fill the street 
The picture perfect 

With nothing left to need 


The rain is falling 

And water fills the air 

The neighbors hiding 

It’s something that we share 
The air is boiling 

And thunder shakes the sky 
The picture blackened 
Behind these haunted eyes 


Stare at the sun and praise the sky 
You know what but never why 
Stare at the sun and praise the wind 


The autumn harvest always wins 


Summer days and summer nights 
Everything, it feels just fine 

But something in the wind 

Fills my heart with dread again 

Summer sun and summer rain 

Those summer songs are filled with pain 
Live in the moment, living the dream 


From whisper to a scream 


Tired of My Flesh 


Being alive is killing me 
Choking to death on the air I breathe 
What does everyone want of me 


I'm tired of my flesh and want to leave 


Everything is dark 
Everything is cold 

Cannot face the morning 
The sun will eat me whole 
Everything is painful 
Everything is dead 
Cannot kill the demons 


That live inside my head 


Everything is fire 
Everything is red 

The truth is bleeding slowly 
As I lie awake with dread 
Everything is madness 
Everything is grief 

Can't face the dying world 


Drowned in boiling sea 


2 Minutes of Hate 


Information 
Disinformation 
My head explodes 
Exasperation 
Desperation 


My head implodes 


Television 
Retrovision 

My mind is gone 
Terrorvision 
Supervision 


My mind is wrong 


Two minutes of hate 
Two minutes to destroy 
Two minutes too late 


Two minutes to destroy 


Quill Pig 


little rough around the edges 
A little fucked up in the head 
Lost amidst this life of madness 


Spewing wrath and eating lead 


A little sharp and filled with pain 
A little broken and despised 
Wander deeper into darkness 


Endless warnings in my eyes 


Quill pig 
Evil stig 
They saw what you did 


Quill pig 


Quill pig 
Wretched gig 
They saw what I did 


Quill pig 


(My Life Is) A Living Hell 


These four walls are killing me 
They steal all the air I breathe 

I'm losing what is left of my mind 
Can't tame the fire deep inside 
The air is hot and filled with stress 
Pushing me to a painful death 
Anxiety claws and cuts at me 


I can't get out, I can't be feee 


This old house is falling down 
There’s nothing left to save me now 
All of the drugs are not enough 

My skin is broken, dry and rough 

I can't see the rotten light 

Stuck here screaming in the night 
You can't help me save my soul 


The road to he'll ain't paved with gold 


My life is a living hell 
I am just an empty shell 
There is no water in this well 


It was fine but then I fell 
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Blood in the Water 


Everybody kick him 

Push him in the dirt 

Make your presence known 
Everybody say a word 
Swarming just like buzzards 
Picking at the bones 
Everybody join in 
Everybody watch the show 


Everybody join in 

Roll him when he’s down 
Spit your bitter sermons 
Inject the venom now 
Scapegoat dying slowly 
A king without a crown 
Obsession and possession 


It always comes around 


Blood in the water 
Circle like sharks 
Blood in the water 


Leaving your mark 


The Journey to Oblivion 


The darkness comes today 
A night that is the grave 
Releasing you from pain 
That never ending gray 

The void will call your name 
And sing your every shame 
One memory today 


Broken and born to blame 


The darkness comes tonight 
When death will seal the light 
You have no will to fight 

Your every thought a knife 
Your flesh - you have the right 
Your body filled with blight 
Eyes cannot stand the sight 

A world of grief and fright 


Travelers of the void... 


Run from the pain that blinds you 
Run from the ropes that bind you 
Run from the pain inside you 


Run to the light 


Run from the dreams that haunt you 
Run from the dread inside you 

Run from the doubt that rides you 
Run to the light 


God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen 


God rest ye wretched gentlemen 
On these endless winter nights 
The homeless and the weary 
Without the will to fight 

Do you see them wander in 

The broken and the lost 

The shattered beg for mercy 


Below your bloody cross 


God rest ye wretched gentleman 
God rest your broken souls 
God rest the damned and doomed 


Let your fire warm their bones 


God rest ye wretched gentleman 

Who watch the flame in others homes 
Those without blood to weep with 
Those with nowhere else to go 

The yuletide air is frozen 

With the voices of the dead 

They carol on with grief 


Of a winter without end 


God rest ye wretched gentleman 
God rest your broken souls 
God rest the damned and doomed 


Let death warm their bones 


God rest ye wretched gentleman 
God rest your broken souls 
God rest the damned and doomed 


Let death release your bones 
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Gasoline 


I feel it pumping in my veins 
I feel it burning in my blood 
It's driving me to fight with fire 


The pistons hammer one by one 


I feel it pounding in my chest 
I feel it flow under my skin 
It’s driving me to light the furnace 


The pressure pushing me to win 


Gasoline, gasoline 
Whiskey, venom, kerosene 
Gasoline, gasoline 


Just another dead mans dream 
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Prayer Candles 


Light a candle the sinners 
Light a candle for the living dead 
Wash your hands and sit and sorrow 


Are you hoping to he born again? 


Do you feel the darkness 
Living in these rotting walls 
It's crawling in your aging skin 
Just the pride before the fall 


Are you in the shadows 
Living in this dying tomb 
Craving to saved from life 


Crawling back into the womb 


Light a candle for the bleeding 
Light a candle in the dying light 
On your back counting dancing razors 


Can you sleep at all tonight 


Light a candle for the broken 
Light a candle on this dying day 
Living low in your final hours 


The deepest sleep in the darkest gray 


He That Wanders is Lost 


The spirit is empty and broken 
This night is long with decay 
Merciless winds are whipping 
And the dark feels like a grave 
Emptiness haunts your vision 
Agony plagues your steps 

To wander without direction 


To stumble into certain death 


The body is weak and decrepit 

This moon that lights a darkened road 
Unrelenting whispers haunting 

To a man walking all alone 

Emptiness weighs your spirit 

Agony scars your flesh 

To wander into oblivion 


To meet the most bitter of ends 


He that wanders is lost 

His spirit has no home 

The pain that drives to suicide 
The chill that cuts through bone 


Ballad of a Dead Prostitute 


She’s a street rat with no name 
And she calls the alleys home 

Just a lost soul on the prowl 

Just a dog looking for a bone 
Every night it’s getting worse here 
And she may not make it home 
To the motel without mercy 


From that chill that haunts her bones 


She’s a street rat once remembered 
But now she’s dead and gone 

The alleys whisper sadly 

But this fairytale is done 

The motel lights still flicker 

The broken glass still shines 
Another lost soul wanders 


But she’s running out of time 


The night air is getting colder all the time 
Don't you see the shadows as they fall 
You are both the victim and the one committing crime 


You try to live but lose it all 


End of Daze 


Crawling on a lonely street 

Where the sidewalk smells like piss 
Blinking lights on a dead end bar 
Flicker like a broken wrist 
Switchblade and a sirens song 
Crying out for blood tonight 

Dead end on a tenement row 


Infected, urban blight 


Bombed out and burning hell 

In this place that was once home 
Can you feel the bitter chill 

That is wrapped around the bones 
Dead city and a dead end life 

Feel the ghosts that weigh you down 
Who is friend and who is foe 


In this rotten, wretched town 


This is the end of days 
This is the ace of spades 
This planet is a grave 
And there is hell to pay 


Bog Witch 


Filthy waters 
Darkness falling 
Secret whisper 


In the trees 


Triple x marked 
Shotgun shells 
Saintly shadow 
Cursed land 


A southern blood moon 
From darkness rise 

A serpents venom 

A death denied 

This rotted cabin 
Haunted with pain 

Call to the bog witch 


To bring the rains 


Whiskey woman 
Southern darkness 
Louisiana 


Possess me 


Power Trip 


Everything you hold within your grasp 
Nothing stolen ever lasts 
You fear the night and fear the day 


You control the work and way 


Everything you build is made of sand 
Watch it crumble in your shaking hands 
You fear this life and you fear all death 
Crying out with frozen breath 


Power trip 

The end is boiling 
Tighter grip 

You have no hope 
Power trip 

You live in fear 
Tighter grip 


The answer is no 


Your hear them 
You fear them 
Lurking in the dark 
You see them 
Believe them 


As they steal your spark 


Whorehouse 


Hot Louisiana rains pours down 
On the dreams of a lesser man 
Weeping body wracked with pain 
Clinging weakly to the land 

In the distance covered in ashes 
Stands the symbol of the life he lost 
He’s a relic, wasted, broken 


Knelt before a weeping cross 


Murky Louisiana waters run 
Wash the flesh of a broken man 

A shattered body left to die 
Shaking legs that cannot stand 

In the shadows the house is calling 
The final stop of a daughter’s fall 
It’s your fault from birth to death 


And she died where you let her crawl 


Whorehouse... 
Poorhouse... 
Dying... 
Dead... 


Banshee 


Your lips are poison 
Your life is pain 
Youre just a witch 
Curse in my brain 
You're made of venom 
Youre in my blood 
My bitter soul 

Lost in the flood 


You are the banshee 
You are my end 
Heard in the wind 
A cry of death 

You are the banshee 
Youre made of hell 
The midnight hour 
My funeral bell 


You are a spectre 
You are a ghost 
Infected hands 

I am the host 
Get in my vision 
Get inmy mind 
You are the end 


Of all my time 


Revolutionary Suicide 


Revolutionary suicide 

Sirens calling in the dead of night 
Revolutionary homicide 

The blackest of days on the last white night 


Bringing faith to the faithless 
Giving health to the sick 
Forging hope for the hopeless 
You have to lose to give 

Hes the urban messiah 

Who can heal with a kiss 
Once he’s inside your flesh 


It’s just an iron fist 


He brought you into the darkness 
Let you slave in the heat 

White nights promise horror 
Sowing sorrows you'll reap 

High priest of deception 

Cannot cast down the eyes 

All for one - one for all 

Fading from the light 


You worshipped the devil 
In the name of god 

You worshipped peace 
But he brought you war 
Now youre just a picture 
Of a thousand dead 
Delivered by the messiah 
A bitter tasting end 


The Music: 


http://digitalcityrecordsgroup.bandcamp.com 


About the Author/Artist 


Aerik Von is a multi-instrumentalist, writer 
and film creative that has been working in the 
creative industry since his youth in 1995. 
Aerik has countless recordings and written 
works released under his name and many 


projects under various pseudonyms. 


It would be impossible to make a timeline of 
released works and projects...it would be best 
to explore this universe of sound and vision 


in any way you can at any time you can. 


